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And gently op'ning lid, the casement,

Look'd out, but yet with some amazement.

This gladded Ralpho much to see,

Who thus bespoke the Knight.    Quoth he,

Tweaking his nose, You are, great Sir,

A self-denying conqueror ;

As high, victorious, and great,

As e'er fought for the churches yet,

If you will give yourself but leave

To make out what y' already have ;

That's victory.   The foe, for dread

Of your nine-worthiness, is fled,

All save Crowdero, for whose sake

You did th* espoused cause undertake ;

And he lies pris'ner at your feet,

To be disposed as you think meet,

Either for life, or death, or sale,

The gallows, or perpetual jail;

For one wink of your powerful eye

Must sentence him to live or die.

His fiddle is your proper purchase,    .

Won in the service of the churches ;

And by your doom must be allow'd

To be, or be no more, a Crowd ;

For though success did not confer

Just title on the conqueror ;

Though dispensations were not strong

Conclusions, whether right or wrong ;

Although Outgoings did confirm,

And Owning were but a mere term ;

Yet as the wicked have no right

To th' creature, though usurp'd by might,

The property is in the saint,

From whom thj injuriously detain 't !

Of him they hold their luxuries,

Their dogs, their horses, whores, and dice,

Their riots, revels, masks, delights,

Pimps, buffoons, fiddlers, parasites ;

All which the saints have title to,

And ought t' enjoy if they 'ad their due.

What we take from 'em is no more

Than what was ours by right before j

For we are their true landlords still,

And they our tenants but at will.

At this the Knight began to rouse,

And by degrees grow valorous :

He stared about, and seeing none

Of all his foes remain but one,

He snatch'd his weapon, that lay near him,

And from the ground began to rear him,

Vowing to make Crowdero pay

For all the rest that ran away.

But Ralpho now, in colder blood,

His fury mildly thus withstood :

Great Sir, quoth he, your mighty spirit

Is raised too high ; this slave does merit

To be the hangman's bus'ness, sooner

Than from your hand to have the honour

Of his destruction ; I that arn

A nothingness in deed and name,

Did scorn to hurt his forfeit carcase,

Or ill entreat his Fiddle or case:

Will you, great Sir, that glory blot
In cold blood, which you gain'd in hot ?
Will you employ your conquering sword
To break a Fiddle, and your word ?

PART II.   CANTO II.

Vicarious Justice exemplified by Ralpho in the case
of the Cobbler that killed the Indian.

JUSTICE gives sentence many times
On one man for another's crimes ;
Our brethren of New England use
Choice malefactors to excuse,
And hang the guiltless in their stead,
Of whom the churches have less need ;
As lately 't happened : In a town
There lived a cobbler, and but one,
That out of doctrine could cut use,
And mend men's lives, as well as shoes.
This precious brother having slain,
In times of peace, an Indian,
Not out of malice, but mere zeal,
(Because he was an Infidel,)
The mighty Tottipottymoy
Sent to our elders an envoy,
Complaining sorely of the breach
Of league, held forth by Brother Patch,
Against the articles in force
Between both churches, his and ours,
For which ho craved the saints to render
Into his hands, or hang th' offender:
But they maturely having weigh'd
They had no nioro but him o' th' trade,
(A man that served them in a double
Capacity, to teach and cobble,)
Resolved to spare him : yet, to do
The Indian Hoglian Moghan too
Impartial justice, in liis stead did
Hang an old weaver that was bedrid.

PART III.   CANTO III.
Hudibras consulting the Lawyer.

AN old dull sot, who toll'd the clock
For many years at Bridewell-dock,
At Westminster, and Hicks's-hall,
And hiccius dootius play'd in all;
Where in all governments and times,
He'd been both friend and foe to crimes,
And used to equal ways of gaining,
By hind'ring justice, or maintaining :
To many a whore ga^jp privilege,
And whipp'd, for want of quarterage,
Cart-loads of bawds to prison "sent,
For being behind a fortnight's rent;
And many a trusty pimp and crony
To Puddle-dock, for want of money :
Engaged the constable to seize
All those that would not break the peace ;
Nor give him back his own foul words,
Though sometimes commoners, or lords,